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were a gentleman, and me alone with you in this place at
night, you would die rather than do such a thing.

BROADBENT. You mean that it's an act of treachery to
Larry ?

NORA. Deed I dont. What has Larry to do with it? It's
an act of disrespect and rudeness to me : it shews what you
take me for. You can go your way now; and I'll go mine.
Goodnight, Mr Broadbent.

BROADBENT. No, please, Miss Reilly. One moment.
Listen to me. I'm serious: I'm desperately serious. Tell me
that I'm interfering with Larry; and I'll go straight from
this spot back to London and never see you again. Thats
on my honor: I will. Am I interfering with him ?

NORA \a?isweri7ig in spite of herself in a sudden spring of
bitterness'} I should think you ought to know better than me .
whether youre interfering with him. Youve seen him
oftener than I have. You know him better than I do, by
this time. Youve come to me quicker than he has, havnt
you?

BROADBENT. I'm bound to tell you, Miss Reilly, that
Larry has not arrived in Rosscullen yet. He meant to get
here before me; but his car broke down; and he may not
arrive until to-morrow.

NORA [herface lighting up\ Is that the truth?

BROADBENT. Yes: thats the truth. [She gives a sigh of
relief}. Youre glad of that ?

NORA [up in arms at once} Glad indeed ! Why should I
be glad? As weve waited eighteen years for him we can
afford to wait a day longer, I should think.

BROADBENT. If you really feel like that about him, there
may be a chance for another man yet. Eh?

NORA [deeply ojfended~\ I suppose people are different in
England, Mr Broadbent; so perhaps you dont mean any
harm. In Ireland nobody'd mind what a man'd say in fun,
nor take advantage of what a woman might say in answer
to it. If a woman couldnt talk to a man for two minutes
at their first meeting without being treated the way youre